





Taking Over your twin's lite 
BY Dennis Clouser 





I don't know why, nobody told you, 
how to unfold your love. 


- George Harrison 
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Chapter 1 - The Favor 


| havent seen my brother Marcus in years but he needs a favor, so of course he called. He didn't 
provide any details, just that he needs a ride to Cleveland, Ohio and for me to watch his car for a 
few weeks. Marcus is my Identical twin, down to a tribal band tattoo we got on spring break in 
college. Even our initials are identical thanks to our mother’s naming us Michael Robert Thomas 
and Marcus Robert Thomas‘. Growing up, our parents could never tell us apart and many times 
we d trade places even through college. 


We both graduated from University of Michigan with a degree in marketing but | took a minor in 
finance. After graduating, he craved the big city, high pay lure of Chicago while | stayed in Ann Arbor 
working for a trendy web marketing company. We havent been close since graduating from college. 


Personality wise, let’s just say Marcus is the charming, outgoing twin and I'm more of a wall flower. 
In high school and college he was always getting the girl, or guy and sharing with me. He'd do all the 
work and | was happy with sloppy seconds. Many times we dated the same person without them 
knowing—that's how identical we are. Nowadays, we talk occasionally and on our birthday. He's got 
his life, lve got mine, and | keep up with his via his very active Instagram and Twitter accounts. I've 
got enough ‘marketing’ in my life so l'm more of an online stalker, never posting anything. 


According to his Instagram, he just got promoted vice president at Coleman Marketing—a very 
prestigious firm in downtown Chicago. Someone tagged him in videos from last night celebrating his 
promotion. He's raking in the money while | just got laid off. Not that I’m worried as | got a nice 
severance package and have a few leads on jobs. | was head of a marketing department for an 
automotive trim manufacturer. Truthfully, | was the marketing department completely. 


Marcus pulls up to my house just after 7 am looking exhausted getting out of his BMW. It looks like 
he's dressed in what he had on last night. He's wearing a great black leather jacket. His hair is 
gelled and spiky, and he’s clean shaven. I've let myself go lately, not shaving in days and no haircut in 
weeks. I'll worry about a haircut and shave when | get a job interview. | greet him on the stoop. 


“Marcus, when the hell did you leave Chicago? | was expecting you at lunch. Since when do you get 
up before noon?” | mock him. 


“| was on a high, celebrating my promotion and couldn't get Chad, my boyfriend, to come home with 
me. So | didn't sleep, packed up my things, jumped in the car and drove right here. Got coffee?” 


“Sure, plenty, help yourself. You look beat bro.” 
“You look like a bum bro, what's with the scruff and hair?” He angrily fires back. 


“Using up some vacation time here, getting things done around the house. Love the BMW bro, 
awesome Machine. | cover for my job loss and change topic. 


Marcus walks in, heads straight to the Keurig and makes himself at home. "| just drove 4 hours 
straight without stopping. Youre driving the rest of the way.” 
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“Nice, | love BMWs. So what in the hell is in Cleveland, Ohio? Nothing that | know of.” 
“Tve been court ordered to check into St. Joseph Rehab Center.” 


"Jesus, what the fuck did you do?” | act shocked but I'm not. 


“| had an accident, totaled my car and someone else's, there was alcohol and drugs involved and It’s 
my fourth offense.” 


‘Is everyone okay? Are you okay? You look fine?” 


“Yeah, other car was parked and empty, My Land Rover crumpled like paper but it really protected 
me.” 


"Wow, you were lucky bro. | always told you— 


“Shut up, | know, | know.... So | go into rehab for a few weeks, get the doc to sign off that I'm fine and 
no one Is the wiser. He grabs his head like its pounding. 


"A few weeks? Tammy went to rehab for six months!” 
“She didn't have my lawyer.” He boasts. 


“So | drop you off, pick you up?” 


“That's it. Keep it quiet, call into work for me Monday, take a few weeks off due to the death of our 
father.” 


“Our father who died seven years ago?” 


“Exactly, be all broken up about it. Shed some verbal tears. | have your script written, who to talk to, 
what to tell them.” 


"Why don't you call them yourself?” 

“Once | check in, there’s no phones, computers or visitors allowed.” 

‘Jeez, sounds like a prison but you re dressed like you going to a club bro, love the jacket.” 

“Yeah, I'm a little over dressed. | came straight from the bar. They said to just bring sneakers, jeans, 
Sweatpants, hoodies and t-shirts. The jacket is Coach, got it a few weeks ago shopping with my 
boyfriend Chad on the Mag Mille.” 


| feel his jacket. “Can | borrow your jacket while you're locked up.” 


"Well, you are driving the rest of the way. He takes it off, hands it to me and | pull it on over my t- 
shirt. 


“Looks better on me bro.” He snickers at me. ‘It's not meant to pair with a t-shirt. Mind if | take a 
quick shower’? | was out all night with friends, havent showered yet.” 
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“Sure go ahead.” 


He takes his coffee into my bedroom. The shower turns on while | find the keys for the BMW ın his 
jacket I'm still wearing. | head outside and unlock the sleek black metallic M& with a stunning red 
interior. Behind the driver's seat is his briefcase and in the trunk is a large suitcase. | jump in, hit the 
start button and she roars to life with a powerful purr. It's a remarkable car and | can't wait to drive 
IC. 





Back inside | snap a pic of myself and finish up my coffee. 
Marcus steps out of bedroom, refreshed, wearing a pair 
of my jeans, a University of Michigan t-shirt and my new 
Nikes. 


“Hope you don't mind bro. I've been in the same clothes 
since happy hour last night, needed a change. 


“Not a problem, I'll have my manservant launder and 
press your clothes.” 


“| was sorta overdressed for this place.” 


“You think? Now you look like someone with the 
drinking problem.” | laugh. 


“| look like you doofus!” He heads to kitchen and has 
another cup of coffee. 


| grab my hoodie and toss it to him to wear. “I love this jacket bro, you can wear this. Since you wont 
be needing anything this nice in rehab, Ill just borrow it for a while.” | order him. 


“Bro, it’s a $1100 jacket. You're not keeping it.” 


“Fuck bro, no wonder it feels so soft.” | feel it more. “What you're wearing now Is more appropriate 
for the Betty Ford Clinic, or wherever the fuck you re going.” 


While he’s rummaging through my kitchen for something to eat, | head back to my bedroom. His 
outfit is tossed on my chair. | quickly strip out of my Sweats pants and dress in his clothes. He's 
wearing my best sneakers and favorite t-shirt, | want to try out his look on me. | slip into his Polo 
Chinos, tuck in his dress shirt, fasten the belt, step into his driving shoes, then check myself out in 
the mirror. | try fixing my hair like Marcus’ but it's too long. 


| walk out to the kitchen, feeling my new pants, his eyes pop out seeing me. ‘Damn bro, I've never 
worn pants this soft.” 


“Polo, all | wear, got them at their flagship store— 


“On the Mile.” | interrupt him, already knowing the answer. “Cole Haan driving shoes? Really? A bit 
pretentious if you ask me.” 
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“They match the jacket and belt man plus theyre so comfortable. You've been living in bumfuck 
Michigan too long, shopping at Walmart. You need to get a sense of fashion. You look presentable 
now though. He snidely responds. 


"What are you talking about ‘Michael’, | have a great fashion sense, just look at me.” | smile, 
assuming his identity then confidently pull back on his jacket and hand him my baseball caps. 


“Don't get too comfortable in them, I'll be back in a few weeks.” Marcus warns me while putting my 
baseball cap on backwards. 


‘We're still identical after 29 years bro.” | look in the mirror seeing a scruffy Marcus staring back, 
my brother comes up behind to compare. 


“You just need a decent haircut, some hair creme and shave. Hey, since you re the scruffy one, you 
should do rehab for me.” He jokes. 


‘In your dreams bro. I'm not the one with the drinking problem.” | shoot him down. 


"Whatever ass wipe, you probably can't get a decent drink within 30 miles of here. It's no wonder 
you dont drink. | can take an elevator from my office on the 19th, up to the 95th floor, to the best 
bar in all of Chicago.” Marcus brags, thinking I'm impressed. 


“Oh | drink but not to the point of not getting home, almost killing myself and getting a DUI. You re 
the pathetic one.” 


"Whatever bro, just remember—dad's death, then vacation time to get his affairs in order. | have 
plenty of time to do this without anyone finding out.” 


“So call into work for you, lie to them, drive your car around and pick you up in two weeks. Easy.” 


“That's it, by the way, you're driving since I'm not legally able to. Keys are in my jacket” | pull them out 
and toss them in the arr. 


"Great! Just great. Guess | should be grateful I’m not bailing you out of jail.” 
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Chapter 2 - Road Trip 


We leave Ann Arbor and he talks the entire trip about his accident, how he was drunk and high, 
driving home from Chad's place, paying an expensive lawyer, promotion at work, buying this new 
BMW cash and how he's going to change. | ve heard this since college. He’s so self absorbed that | 
barely talk about myself and don't mention my job loss or hunt. I'm actually very jealous—his career 
is exploding even with his fuck ups and mine is imploding. | feel like a loser but driving this new 
BMW, in his expensive clothes, at least | look like a winner. 


As is typical for Marcus, his coffee consumption has me pulling over at a rest stop on 160 not even 
an hour after leaving my house. | glance in the vanity mirror and start fussing with my hair, thinking 
of his comment. He's right, we're still identical—a haircut and shave would make us 
indistinguishable. | could have fun as him for a few weeks | think to myself and grin. His phone rings 
while I'm sitting in the car waiting, so | answer tt. 


“Hello?” 

“Marcus, are you on your way? You ve got to check in by noon today.’ ID shows Stephen Backes. 
“Yeah, lm making good time, according to GPS, I'll be there about 11am.” 

“Please tell me you re not driving.” 

“No, a friend is driving me.” 


"Okay, so | have some bad news for you. The judge didn't agree to two weeks like | thought he would. 
You'll be there three to four months, sorry man.” This has to be Marcus’ high price lawyer. “I’m so 
sorry. Are you there?” 


“Fuck!!” Is all | could say while thinking of me needing a job. 


“Believe me, we'll get you out sooner, | won't stop fighting for you. I'm pushing for a reduction 
already. 


“So what can | do?” I'm stunned as Marcus will be. 


“There's nothing you can do. Check in today, do all they say and dont make a scene. I'll keep in 
contact via the staff there. | can't visit and you cant call out. Get yourself clean. On the bright side, 
the Alexanders arent pressing charges for the property damage, which is great news.” 


“silver lining.” | mutter. 
“Okay, don't worry, I'll get you out in no time.” He hangs up. 


| sit there as a crazy thought forms in my mind—Marcus away for three months. | need something 
to do and who knows about his rehab stint’? It'd be fun to step into his life for a while. We did it all 

the time growing up and in College. During summer break just before graduating from college, we 
traded places for a few months. He went to Daytona Beach with my boyfriend while | stayed home 
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and partied as him. It worked out great because | was sick of Jonathan's flaming personality. 
Marcus's boyfriend was hot and he was bored with him. It was a great summer being my douche 
brother, fucking his boyfriend, partying with his friends and living his life. | didn't want to swap back. 
Even our parents never figured it out, we were so Identical. | stare in the vanity mirror and check 
myself out, turning my head from side to side, playing with my hair. I’m certain | can pull it off. Just 
then the car door opens up, Marcus jumps in and startles me. 


“Lets get moving bro, | need to be there before lunch.” 


"We've got plenty of time. So who at work knows about your DUI and rehab visit?” | start to question 
him to make sure | can step into his life. 


“No one, not even my best friend Jason or my boyfriend Chad know. | just got a huge promotion and 
Coleman was not happy with my last DUI. This one | managed to keep quiet but if | get caught, bye 
bye career. | called my lawyer right away and was out in hours. | told everyone | bought the BMW to 
celebrate my promotion, not because | totaled my Range Rover.” 


“So youll just tell them you're taking care of dad's affairs, email them a few times over the next few 
weeks and no one knows.’ | question him. 


“Oh fuck, bro, never thought of it that way. I'll be cut off from the world. You'll have to check my email 
and answer my phone for me too, respond to some of them. Tell them you're having a hard time 
with mom and she doesnt have internet or good cell service in northern Michigan. Just adopt my 
bullshit attitude and tell em youll get back to them.” 


The more he talks, the easier it’s getting to pull this deception off. “Wow, you haven't thought this 
through. Where is your computer”? Log in? Phone?” Gathering pieces of his life if | want to go 
through with this game. 


‘| didn't have much time, my lawyer called last night during happy hour, told me to get to Cleveland 
today. Work computer and files are in the briefcase right behind you. Password is first 4 letters of 
our last name and last 4 numbers of my social security, 1700. Got it?” He points to the iPhone 
charging on the center console. 


“You better write that down.” | propose. He reaches behind me, grabs the portfolio from his 
briefcase and starts jotting down notes in tt. 


"What if someone calls about something specific, like an account or proposal?” | fake concern for 
more details. 


“They're all on my desktop in folders. You'll have to email the Ballis Automotive powerpoint to Gary 
McClintock on Monday so he can handle presentation for me.” 


“You always do this Marcus. One little favor blows up into a cluster fuck, just like one little drink for 
you. 
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“| promise this will be easy. | start the position Monday, there is a great marketing team to manage, 
itll run itself for a few weeks. They'll feel bad contacting me during such tragic times. He laughs at 
his deviousness. 


He continues to talk the rest of the way, filling me in on his career, telling me what | should be doing, 
and bragging about his success. He's quite in love with himself, talking about his recent bonus, how 
his $2,000,000 condo is now worth $2,500,000, and his $500,000 salary. | know | can do his job 
in a heartbeat based on our discussion. 


When we get off the Cleveland exit | pull over for gas. He has to use the bathroom again but | put 
my hand out for his wallet. 


‘Wallet, PIN number?” | ask. 
"0394." He gives it to me without hesitating but it's the same PIN he’s been using since college. 
| fill the tank and jump back in, tucking his wallet in my back pocket where he keeps tt. 


We make excellent time, getting there at 11:00 am. He grabs his suitcase from the trunk and we 
head in. The receptionist just stares at us. 


“Tm Marcus Thomas, checking in.” He walks up to the receptionist. 


“Yes Mr. Thomas, we're expecting you. Welcome to St. Joseph Clinic, please fill out these forms. 
We need to check your bags for any substances. Also we discourage any valuables as things tend 
to go missing or are used to bribe staff.” A bright energetic nurse greets us. 


He looks at me and shrugs his shoulders. 
“Here, take these, put them in my car.” He removes his watch and ring, and | put them in my pocket. 
“| have your wallet.” | pull it out of my pocket. 


“You won't need a penny here Mr. Thomas. In fact we keep your wallet and money locked up to 
discourage any sorts of bribes. | just need to verify your ID.” The nurse says. 


| open his wallet and hand her his ID. She hands it back to me and Marcus waves it away for me to 

keep it. They have Marcus fill out some forms and he puts me down as emergency contact person. 
security rummages through his bag, pulling everything out and even checking the lining. While he is 
signing things, | take out my phone and sneak pics of his hair, making sure to zoom in on all sides. 


"Okay Michael, thanks for the ride. Take care of my baby. Everything for Monday morning is in my 
briefcase. Cya soon. A large male nurse grabs his luggage and escorts him to his room. 
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Chapter 3 - Heading Home? 


Walking out to the BMW, | reach in my pocket and feel my 
brother's watch and ring, then feel his wallet in my back 
pocket. In the car, | flip down the vanity mirror and start 
playing with my hair again, then adjust it down to admire my 
outfit. It would be the ultimate deception to step into his life 

like | did in college—fucking Chad, doing his job, fooling his 
friends and spending his money. All his personal belongings 
are in my possession. Marcus even said so himself “You just 
need a decent haircut, some hair creme and shave.” 











| grab his phone and the facial recognition opens it right up for 
Marcus‘. His entire life is in my fingertips. | scroll through his 
calendar, texts, email and social media. His schedule is full of 
meetings and appointments, including the Ballis Automotive 
presentation coming up on Friday. Twitter and Facebook are 
filled with political rants and chats with friends. Instagram Is full of pics of his recent work promotion 
celebrations. There are videos of him suited up, celebrating in a conference room yesterday, and 
more at some bar late last night wearing this exact outfit. No wonder he looked like crap this 
morning. | respond to some of the comments with various emojis as Marcus would, knowing his 
twisted sense of humor. 


After 10 minutes of sitting in the parking lot, | start driving back—straight to Chicago. | haven't been 
to his place in almost three years after he moved in and wanted to show it off. His GPS has his 
home address set for me. It ll be fun to step into his life for a few months and assume his identity. 
He ll be pissed but it’s an opportunity | cant pass up. I'll frame it as saving his career when he finds 
out months from now. 


A few miles down the road | spot a ‘Great Clips’ hair salon in a strip mall and pull in without 
hesitating. Theyre not busy and get me in right away. Using the pics from my phone, | ask for the 
same haircut. A young girl cuts my hair, shaves me, adds creme to my hair, and completely 
transforms me into Marcus. | stare in the mirror, grin then casually rake my hand through my hair 
per my brother's habit. | feel my clean shaven face and the back of my neck. It’s perfect and | tip her 
heavily from my new wallet. | pull on my new Coach jacket and check myself out in the bathroom 
before leaving the salon. From my pockets, | pull out my brother's ring and watch and put them on. | 
look exactly like Marcus did when he walked into my house earlier today. 


Back in my BMW, I take my old wallet and phone, and lock them in the center console. I'll use my 
driver's license if | get pulled over. | slip on the sunglasses my brother wore, then glance in the vanity 
mirror seeing Marcus Thomas, vice president at Coleman Marketing. “Marcus Thomas, nice to 
meet you. | say to my new reflection. 
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I'm doing this—taking over Marcus life for a while. It's payback for him fucking my boyfriends 
growing up, behind my back without me knowing. | grin in my mirror, then check my Tag watch. It’s 
12:30 and my Nav system says I'll be home in Chicago by 9:30 pm. 


During the long ride home, ‘my buddy Jason calls—lIt’s show time. 


“Hey buddy, where you at? | stopped by your place and you werent there? Thought after last night 
you d still be passed out?” He harasses me. 


“Sorry, didn't | mention | had to go see my brother in Ann Arbor?” 


“Hell, you never even mentioned you had a brother. Hopefully he’s better looking than you and can 
hold his liquor.” 


“Yeah, yeah, I'm definitely the better looking one but he controls his drinking better. We're not that 
close but he’s having an engagement party tonight and wanted to see him.” | laugh and play Marcus 
perfectly. 


“So I'm guessing no Sidetracks tonight or golf tomorrow?” 

“No, sorry, wont be home til tomorrow night.” 

"Any word on your Merit membership?” 

“Nothing yet.” Not sure what he's talking about, will check into it. 
“Okay, don't forget next Saturday, for sure at Harborside.” 
“Didn't forget, its in my calendar.” 


“| need to run here. See you at work bright and early Monday Mr. Vice President.” He chuckles and 
hangs up. 


That went extremely well. I'd love to go out tonight but | need time to learn about my new life. | open 
up my Facebook while driving, look up Jason and recognize him from my party pics last night. 
There's pics of 'us' doing shots, looking wasted. He's a good friend and didnt suspect a thing. Five 
minutes later ‘my’ boyfriend Chad calls. I'm a little nervous but answer it, thinking to myself ‘you're 
Marcus Thomas’. My new boyfriend has no reason to doubt my identity. 


“Chad, how you doing? 
“You sound good after last night.” 
“Yeah, good sleep. How you feeling?” 


“Great, just got back from picking up sister, then lunch at Brewser's, getting her settled in. You up 
for meeting her tonight?” 


“Oh, I'm in Ann Arbor, my brother has a surprise for me, having a little party.” 
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“You never mentioned a brother.” 


“Yeah, we re not that close. I'm betting he knocked up his girlfriend and is getting married.” | 
chuckle. 


“Oh great, that should be fun. When you getting back?” 

“Late tomorrow I'm thinking.” 

“Oh, you're gonna miss my sister.” 

‘I'm sorry, this came up a few hours ago with no warning, so here | am cruising to Michigan.” 


"Well, m sure youll survive driving the Bimmer, just don't get a speeding ticket. I'm sorry about last 
night but | had too much to drink and wasnt feeling good.” Chad chuckles. 


‘Don't worry about it, it happens.” 

‘TIl make it up to you Monday babe.” He promises. 

“Tm holding you to it.” 

“You better hold ‘it to me.” Getting suggestive and laughing at his joke. 


Chad goes on and on about his sister, her abusive husband and all the drama in her life. | give him 
my sympathetic ear while he does most of the talking. He doesn't notice anything different about his 
boytriend. | like the sound of his masculine voice which matches his rugged scruff image on my 
Instagram. | can't wait to get him into bed but | need some Marcus’ time to learn about my new life. 


| drive the rest of the way back to his condo without pulling over. It's a long ride but the BMW Ms is 
one sweet machine and makes It pass quickly. Marcus has great tastes in automobile. I've never 
driven a car like this. According to my brother, it has GOO hp and it feels like it. im cruising 80 mph 
but feel like I’m doing only 40 mph. | admire my new car, outfit, ring and watch as I'm flying home. 


Page 12 


Chapter 4 - Making Myself at Home 


The hardest part was finding his assigned parking space after pulling into the garage. This causes 
me to drive around in circles. | stroll in carrying my brother's briefcase and find the elevator. Finding 
my new condo is easy because of my visit a few years ago—Marcus bragged about being just below 
the Penthouse on the 78th floor. Tucked in my wallet is my access card that gets me into my new 
home. 


I'm immediately in awe of ‘my’ place. It looks like something from ‘Architectural Digest’ magazine. 
The living room, kitchen and dining room have unobstructed corner view of Lake Michigan. The view 
is stunning, eliminating the need for any art or focal points in the living room. | take off my jacket, 
toss it on the sofa, grab a beer and make myself at home. There's a dividing wall between the 
kitchen/dining room and the living room with a huge flat screen TV and see-thru open fireplace 
underneath it. All the furniture is clean, square and contemporary. On the built-in wall unit are pics 
of mom and dad and other friends but only one of us taken at Halloween where we look nothing 
alike. A lot of his personal items, like artwork, pictures and music collection reflect both our lives and 
tastes. There are pics of me but anyone who'd see them would just assume It's Marcus. 


The bedroom ts large with a huge master bath and two connected closets full of my new wardrobe. 
The closets are his and her but he has them set up for work and casual. On the wall in between the 
two closets is a large built in jewelry chest containing a Rolex, a few Omegas and Tags, and an Apple 
Watch on a charging stand next to it. There's also a nice selection of cufflinks, bracelets and other 
miscellaneous items. Underneath the shelf are drawers full of underwear, jocks and socks. On the 
wall behind the jewelry box Is a safe that opens up after trying a few variations of his social security 
number. Inside is a gun, cash, passport and his birth certificate. 


In my new bedroom, the suit Marcus wore to work and celebrated in yesterday Is laying on a leather 
chaise lounge with his untied shoes nearby on the floor. | pick up the suit coat and try it on—a 
perfect fit as to be expected. Everything he wore, that defined him yesterday Is there to transform 
me into him. A devious thought crosses my mind—heading out to the Yoth for a bite and getting 
familiar with my work place, in his work outfit from yesterday. | rush to the bathroom to freshen up 
and check out ‘my toiletries. A little bit of hair creme, brushing my teeth, a quick dab of deodorant, a 
spray of cologne and I'm the epitome of my brother. 


Back in my bedroom, | quickly strip out of my brother's bar clothes and start pulling on his black 
Tom Ford suit. His cuffed pants still have his belt in as | pull them on. His custom white dress shirt 
with monogramming have the cufflinks still in place. It's tapered and hugs my body as | tuck it into 
my pants. His black cap toe shoes are still tied and broken in, for me to wiggle into. In the mirror | 
perfectly knot his silver textured tie as our father taught us when we were 14. Pulling on his suit 
coat completes my transformation and in the mirror staring back is Marcus as he was at work 
celebrating his promotion. 


It's 8pm and I'm starving and decide to stop by ‘my office, then grab a bite at the 95th since my 
brother is a regular. My’ office is on the 19th floor, so that’s my first stop since it is necessary for 
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starting my new job on Monday. In the mirror | check my hair, and tuck my wallet, iPhone and keys in 
my pockets. 


At his office, finding his parking spot is just as tricky as at the condo, taking me 10 minutes to 
locate. My RF card operates the elevator, taking me to the 19th floor, where | easily find my office a 
few doors down from Robert Coleman's corner office. The view isnt nearly as spectacular as my 
condo but itll do for a work space. | spend an hour sitting at the desk, exploring drawers and files, 
and learning the layout so I'm up to speed first thing Monday morning. | didn't think to bring my 
computer or | would have stayed longer. 


Learning my way around this building is complicated—figuring what elevator gets me where. | have 
to take the business elevator to a public lobby and take the express elevator up to the 95th. The 
hostess recognizes Mr. Thomas’ and asks if I'm meeting anyone. | just tell her I'm grabbing a drink 
at the bar and she leads me to the bar where ‘Tony also knows me and hands me a Gin and Tonic 
without asking. 


“Thanks Tony. Busy Night?” 

“Not really. Jimmy said last night was insane. You hungry?” 

"Yeah it was busy. I’m starving.” 

“The usual?” 

“Yeah, that'll do.” | have no clue what I'm getting but I'll eat anything. 


| then head to the mens room, taking my time to learn the layout as Marcus would know. Based on 
‘my Instagram account, I'll be spending many happy hours here in the coming months. There's a 
steak tenderloin sandwich waiting at the bar for me when | get back. Tony rambles on and on about 
my brother and his friends, talking about Jason striking out with the redhead from J.P. Morgan last 
night he heard about from Jimmy. We're quite the regulars here and I'm glad | stopped. 


| get home after 11pm, exhausted from driving all day. Just like Marcus, | climb naked into his 
messy, unmade bed and pass right out. The first thing | do after waking up is jump in the shower, 
using his body wash, shampoo and conditioner. | dont hesitate to use his electric toothbrush, 
deodorant or other personal items as my own. The final touch is using my brothers hair creme and 
styling it as he would. | grin and say to myself "Good morning Marcus.” 


Standing in my bedroom, | go to the closets and slowly finger all of my new clothes. | pull open 
doors and drawers and familiarize myself with the contents. | pick up a Sweater from the top of the 
closet and can smell the scent of the real Marcus Thomas. | start to think of my new identity and of 
the months ahead of living here and wearing all these clothes - Marcus Thomas clothes. Silently | 
think, “you know what they say about clothes making the man!" 


| walk around taking it all in, noting how it's organized. From his drawers, | pull on a pair of his black 
Under Armour briefs. From the casual closet, | grab a pair of tan Polo chinos and a baby blue 
cashmere v-neck sweater | recognize from his instagram. His Cole Haas chukka boots and 
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matching belt from yesterday go great with my Sunday outfit. A gold Omega watch and his black/ 
titanium ring complete my very Marcus look. I'm the embodiment of my brother. Once dressed, | go 
through my work closet and explore. 


His work suits are at one end, organized by color. | scan them, pull them apart to inspect and try on 
a few. Theyre all very high-end Tom Ford, Brooks Brothers, Brioni or Hugo Boss and the fit is 
impeccable as to be expected. These are easily $5000 suits, compared to my $300 ‘Men's 
Wearhouse specials. Next to his suits are dress shirts in all colors and styles, many of them 
custom with monogramming. His ties, belts, and shoes are concealed in the wall via very unique 
organizers that rolls out from the wall. These pull out organizers separate his outerwear like 
topcoats, trench coats from his dress shirts and suits. There's one empty Coach’ hanger that must 
be for my leather jacket that | wore yesterday. 


Back in my bedroom, | pick up my clothes from yesterday and toss in the hamper, except my old 
pair of Calvin Klein underwear—they end up buried deep in the kitchen garbage can. There can be 
nothing to reveal my real identity, no connection to my brother Michael. 


The kitchen is contemporary with high-end cabinets and appliances—sleek stainless steel, beautiful 
teak wood cabinets and marble countertops. Breakfast is K-cup coffee and a power bar. On the 
counter is a note from a Trudy, informing ‘me that she'll begin thorough cleaning on Tuesday. So | 
have a housekeeper, of course | do. During breakfast, | familiarize myself with the kitchen, learning 
where things are, what's in his fridge and cupboards. 


| take my breakfast to his office and his home computer wakes up with no password, showing me 
bookmarks for his banking, retirement and other accounts. His Wells Fargo checking account has 
$50,000 in it and his spending is very revealing. The account reveals a $15,000 check that paid for 
his lawyer, a $5000 check went for his DUI fine, another $40,000 check for St Joseph rehab. 
Keeping his DUI secret wasn’t cheap but it didn't dent his finances at all. There’s a $1012 charge 
from Coach Chicago, and in ‘my’ emails is the receipt dated a few weeks ago. His checking account 
reveals his dry cleaner, lovely home cleaning service and all his spending habits. I'm definitely going 
shopping today on the Magnificent Mile or Mag Mile’ as we locals call it. 


His $24,000/ monthly deposits from Coleman provide a great lifestyle but there’s numerous 
deposits from ‘Cayman National Bank’ of $100,000 going back years. Something doesn’t look right 
—there’s a lot of money moving around. A Fidelity account reveals diverse investments worth $3m. 
There's also a J.P. Morgan account for his Palladium VISA that T used to buy my new BMW weeks 
ago. | dont have a thing to worry about financially as Marcus. 


| open up his work laptop and easily log in as him. There's a few new emails to review, then | spend 
hours reading through his old ones, getting up to speed with Ballis and other key customers. Thanks 
to his email history, it's easy to respond to a few new emails as he would. On his desktop are all the 
files he mentioned, that'll help me to learn his work issues. The Ballis presentation looks to be 
complete, ready for me to give on Friday but it looks boring. Some things seem odd or missing—t'll 
have to look at that later. 
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Chapter 5 - My First Performance 


It's now lunch, I'm hungry and grab my new leather jacket to go out shopping. With my phone, wallet 
and keys in place, | head down to my car to start my first day. My first stop is the Burberry flagship 
store where | buy a tan classic trench coat that | didn't find in my closet. I've always loved that 
classic look but they're $2 700—a little steep for my brother Michael but not me. Across the street 
is the Under Armour store that | shop at monthly and just have to check out. Half an hour later, I'm 
leaving with new underwear and some workout gear. | walk into the Coach store and I'm 
immediately accosted by the salesperson who sold ‘me the leather jacket I'm wearing. To make his 
day, | purchase a black hooded leather jacket that catches my eye for $1200. As I'm loading 
everything into my BMW, the phone rings and | dont hesitate to answer it. 


“Hey Liam.” | love caller ID. I'm able to answer like I've known him for years. 


“Hey Marcus, what are you doing?” 


"Was out shopping, looking to grab lunch now and need to work later.” Reminding myself that | need 
more time in the office before my first day on the job. 


"Where you at, I'll join you.” He offers. 

“On the Mile near Burberry.” | respond eagerly but think of the test of fooling Liam‘. 
“Great, meet me at Capital Grill in 30 minutes.” 

“Sounds like a plan.” My brother's usual lingo, or it use to be. 


Capital Grill is a few minutes away, giving me plenty of time to dig up information on Liam. Based on 
text messages and emails, he is gorgeous with short brown hair, an amazing six pack, blue eyes, 
stubble and is definitely a love interest. It looks like my brother and him were hot and heavy during 
the summer, with trips to Saugatuck and Holland Michigan on weekends. According to recent 
emails, he moved to Detroit for a big promotion with Bank of America. My Instagram is full of 
beach parties, bonfires and drinking on a beach. My phone is even better with pics of him naked in 
my bedroom. Nice one bro! 


I'm sure I'll fool him easily. He shows up 30 minutes later with a big wet kiss for me. I'm instantly 
hard seeing him and from passionately kissing a hot stranger. During lunch he’s teasing my legs 
with his toes and reaching across with his hands, touching mine. 


“How's Detroit treating you?” | start with what | know. 


“| hate it! It's dirty, the bars suck and no there's no shopping like here.” He teases my legs 
constantly. 


‘It's a big change I'm sure.” | can't help but stare into his blue eyes. 
"Are you seeing anyone?” He probes. 
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"Not really, a few dates, you? Been busy with work and my promotion.” 


"We need to celebrate that, | saw your Instagram posts and would have come home a few days 
earlier had | known.” He has his foot in my crotch, feeling my hard-on with his toes. 


"We could celebrate privately now back at my place.” | smile and take his hand. 


He grabs mine, pulls me up and we head back to my place. Once inside, | press him against the 
wall, ram my tongue down his throat then drag him back to my bedroom and rip off his clothes. | 
push him on the bed. 


“Fuck man, your horny Marcus.” He reaches into the drawer, easily finds a condom and pulls me 
into the bed. In seconds I'm on my back, the condom is slipped on and he's straddling me, riding my 
throbbing cock. 


“Oh my god Liam.” | scream out in ecstasy and explode in him. 


It was a great afternoon, especially when he screams out “Fuckkk Marcus” and | pump him full of 
cum. 


“Man, you re incredible as always.” He cries out exhausted. 


‘It feels like it's been years, I've missed you so much. Youre so hot.” | collapse back with my hands 
behind my head, totally thrilled with my performance as Marcus. 


“You re one horny fucker, it must have been a while for you. You seem different, more relaxed, laid 
back?” He shocks me, then giggles and | join in. 


“That was months of missing you. | kiss him deeply and get hard again. 


He takes my stiff throbbing member in his mouth without asking, getting me off again in seconds. 
Fuck, my brother really should keep this one—he’s hot, smart, funny and great in bed. Men like that 
are tough to find. We shower, scrubbing each other and making out. I'm grinning in the mirror, 
seeing Liam walking up behind me with a look in his eyes. He hasn't notice anything different about 
‘Marcus. 


“You look handsome as ever, babe,’ he says, reaching his arm around and grabbing my stiff penis. 
“You sure you have to go to work?” 


“Sorry but tomorrow is my first day as Vice President, | have a lot of prepping to do. When do you 
leave?” | turn around and kiss him gently. 


"Wednesday morning, let's do this again Tuesday night. | have a business dinner tomorrow.” He 
whispers in my ear. 


‘It’s a date.” 


He pulls off the towel from around my waist, wraps his arms around my neck and starts deeply 


kissing me. | brace myself against the counter and pull him tight cupping his ass in my hands. 
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Minutes later, he dresses and says goodbye with a peck on the cheek. | grab my iPhone and 
duplicate a pic that’s in my camera of ‘me from a few weeks ago, 
with only a white towel around my waste. My build and six pack 
appears to be identical to my brother's. | grin knowing my new 
identity is perfect. I'm dressing in front of the mirror, thinking of the 
best sex I've had in years. It's incredible being Marcus with all the 
benefits—hot men, great wardrobe and incredible condo. It’s off to 
work here though. | need to be up to speed tomorrow. | need to know 
exactly what I'm doing. 


No one is in the office on a Sunday afternoon and | have the whole 

place to myself to explore. My office is very impressive, very high-tech 
looking with a great view. There lots of plants, large conference table, 
hidden closet and great desk with two large monitors that automatically 
sync to my laptop when | open it. I'm there for hours logged into the 
system learning the layout, looking up files/ people and my dashboard. By the end of the night, I'm 
responding to emails as Marcus would and planning my week. As I'm leaving, | glance my image in 
the window and smile as satisfaction sweeps over me. I'm ready for my first day as vice president. 
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Chapter 6 - Work Day One 


| get to bed at 11 pm but I'm up after midnight studying the social media of fellow employees. | drift 
in and out of sleep all night long. The excitement of being Marcus Thomas has me up at 5 am 
planning my day—my 1st team meeting to review projects at 9 am, lunch with MedTech CMO and 
Ballis review at 3 pm. 


| crawl out of bed a little apprehensive about pulling off this charade. Then | remind myself how easily 
| passed for my brother with Liam, his coworker Jason and his lawyer. Since no one knows about 
Michael, there’s no reason for anyone to suspect I'm not Marcus. A long shower calms me down 
and using Marcus's body wash gives me his base scent. All his personal hygiene items, including his 
Polo cologne which he’s been wearing since college are on his counter. I'm not a big fan of hair wax 
and creme but Marcus is. | put a dab in my hand, warm it up in my palms and work it through my 
hair. Running his comb through it, gives me his flawless style, identical to the photos in my phone. | 
use his electric toothbrush, spritz on some Polo, lift up my arm and make a few passes with his 
deodorant. My brother's scent is now mine. 


Marcus has alway been anal with his appearance and style—planning and laying everything out 
before dressing so | adopt the same habit. I've review his Instagram and photos looking for some 
guidance on what he likes to wear. Theyre a wealth of information on his tastes. His charcoal glen 
plaid Tom Ford suit catches my eye and looked great on him a few weeks ago. | pair it with a white 
french cuff, spread collar shirt, purple textured tie and white silk pocket square. The Tag is fine for 
weekends and casual days but knowing my pretentious brother, I'm certain Marcus would wear 
either the Omega or Rolex watch for work. | select his white gold Rolex and a pair of matching 
cufflinks. His black cap toe Allen Edmond shoes finish Marcus’ outfit for the day. 


In front of the closet mirror, | pull on his, no, my socks, underwear and t-shirt, then cuffed pants and 
custom shirt. His cufflinks and tie are next. His Allen Edmonds are luxurious and broken in for me. 
The way everything fits, it's clear we're still the same size. Finally | pull on the suit coat, add watch 
and ring, then tuck phone and wallet into my suit pockets. lm watching my transformation in the 
mirror, pleased with every detail that confirms I’m Marcus Thomas, new vice president of marketing 
for Coleman. 


It's hard to believe how completely different ‘my appearance is now-looking in the mirror, my 
reflection isn't my own any more, lm Marcus Thomas. | reach up and rake my hand through my 
thick hair. | love being Marcus—his style, his money and sex life so far are great. | straighten and 
adjust the knot of my tie with a smirk. "m Marcus Thomas,” | say to myself as my new reality is 
settling in. 


| drive to work even though | could easily walk but there’s emails from HR about my new assigned 
parking space. Knowing Marcus, I'm certain hed be driving everyday to show off the BMW Mao, 
even with his DUI issue. This version of him will do the same but in case I'm pulled over, my original 
wallet is locked in the BMW console. | find my new parking spot, shut off the engine and mentally 
prepare myself. “I'm Marcus Thomas, vice president at Coleman’ | repeat to myself many times. 
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| pull out my new coach wallet and work ID with RF chip, then | notice ‘my’ driver's license. It’s the 
one detail | need to assume Marcus life in Illinois—his driver's license. Marcus’ drivers license is 
Suspended and if | use it for a traffic stop, I'll be in jail. | cant call his lawyer to fix it and they probably 
wouldnt restore it until rehab is complete and he's free. Then the perfect solution hits me—tirst, I'll 
change my name in Michigan from Michael to Marcus then ‘move to Illinois using my new name 
and Marcus’ address. I'll have a valid Marcus Robert Thomas’ driver's license that’s perfect with a 
clean driving record. 


A quick check of myself in the vanity mirror reflects Marcus back at me, looking very sharp as usual. 
| get out and stroll in with my briefcase ready for my new position. People are greeting me, 
congratulating me and asking about my weekend. Everyone knows about my party Friday night at 
McGee's. | need to thank my team member, Richard Zeppa for that tidbit of information | was 
lacking. 


| hang up my new trench coat but leave on my suit, not sure what the dress code is for upper 
management. On Friday everyone was in a Suit jacket during the office party for my promotion. At 
the coffee machine, the office gossip, politics and small talk comes easy. It teaches me a lot about 
the company, helping me fit in. Back in my office the day begins with email and prepping for my 9:30 
am review with my team. Marcus was kind enough to do the prep work for me, outlining all the 
issues and his concerns. It ll be like he’s actually there. Come to think of it, he is here and I've got to 
think of myself as my brother completely. 


Jason shows up at my office looking even better in person. He walks in, shuts the door and jumps 
into one of my chairs. Too bad he’s not gay or I'd be all over my new best friend. 


“Look at you Mr. Vice President, all professional looking and in early. New tie? You look rested and 
ready to go. He notices. 


“First impressions are important, especially with a new team to impress. Nah, I've had this tie, just 
wanted something that pops.” | notice he’s keeping his sult on. 


“How was your weekend, when did you get back?” He asks and I'm ready. 


“It was good, | met my brother's fiancee, drank too much, a lot of family was there and pressure is 
now on me to tie the knot. | got home about 10 pm and crashed. What did you do?” | explain. 


“You tie the knot? You can barely tie your shoes.” He mocks and laughs at me. “Crashed all day 
saturday, went out with Christine to some comedy club, sex and golf with Ted and Will yesterday.” 


There's a knock on my door and | recognize Adam Trappe, Coleman's President. Jason jumps up 
from chair and welcomes Adam!’ into my office. 


“Adam, Come on in, we're just catching up.” 
Adam comes right in, | stand up as a sign of respect. “Marcus, Ready for your first day?” 


“Sure, anxious to tear into the job.” | smile as he has no clue this really is my first’ day. 
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“Don't forget lunch with Andy Kramer from Medtech. We need to tag team him on his spend.” 
Adam reminds me. 


"Adam, with the proposal | have planned, he'll be begging to give us more money and buying us 
lunch. | promise.” Doing my best impersonation of my arrogant brother, having memorized his 
talking points for lunch today. 


Adams smiles. “IIl drive, just stop by my office about 11:30. Kristi made reservations at Gracy’s.” 


Jason and Adam leave and | review ‘my notes for my first team meeting. Apparently, Marcus's 
rehab stint was a last minute event because he has the next few weeks planned out and prepped 
for. Everything is right at my fingertips to be him. 


The whole day was easier than | expected. For the project reviews, it was new for all everyone so | 
followed my standard practice and raised Marcus concerns from his notes. Lunch was a huge 
success as Kramer loved my proposal and agreed to increase his marketing budget. Adam's only 
complaint was him having to pick up lunch for us. | spend the rest of the day with my new team in 
and out of my office, and catching up with a flood of emails. Overall, It was an incredible day. 


Jason stops by my office for happy hour and a few of us head up to the 95th. The view of the city 
from up there is amazing but | try to ignore it since it would be familiar to Marcus. Jimmy 
automatically hands me ‘my usual Gin & Tonic. We're there for a few hours, drinking and having 
appetizers. Unlike my brother, | know when to stop which Jason notices. 


“Youre different Marcus, something wrong? Youre not drinking.” 


“Rough weekend thanks to Friday night and you, then driving to Ann Arbor. Then starting new 
position today. 


"So why aren't you drinking?” 
“Because of Friday night and you.” 


He laughs at me. "Did you invite your boyfriend? Chad just came in with ‘Alex’ and is heading this 
way. 


shit, Marcus mentioned Chad and something about the accident. | open up my phone and run to the 
bathroom quick. ‘I'll be right back, beer is kicking in.” 


"What beer?” He gets cocky with his best friend. 


In the bathroom | quickly review text messages from him, trying to piece together their relationship. 
The early text messages are about partying and clubbing at some trendy spots. Later messages 
are about sex, going out for dinner and hanging out. I'll just have to wing it, cant hide in the stall all 
night. | splash cold water on my face, stare in the mirror and think to myself ‘you're Marcus 
Thomas, just look at you‘. After straightening my tie and running my hand through my hair, | head 
back to the bar. One thing is certain, he's hot and if he wants to have sex, I'm in. Chad comes over to 


me with a big hug followed by a tender kiss. I'm hard in a minute like | was with Liam yesterday. 
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“| knew I'd find you here babe. I'm sorry about Friday night, | just had so much to do Saturday and 
Sunday with my sister in town.” He pouts. 


“Don't worry about it. | forgot about a family event in Ann Arbor | had to go to.” | lie. 
Jason whispers in my ear. "Don't want to say the marriage word do you?” Then chuckles. 


‘Tve missed you. Chad says while his friend Alex gives me really dirty looks. lm not sure who he is, if 
they re related, friends or what. 


‘Tve missed you, can | get you a drink?” 
"A vodka cranberry would be great, Alex, do you want something?” He asks his friend. 
“Vodka cranberry would do the trick.” He says queerly. | get a very jealous vibe off him. 


| head to the bar and pay with my new Amex then return. Alex is hanging up his phone, excited 
because his boyfriend got home early and is waiting for him. He guzzles his drink and runs, leaving 
Chad with me and my friends. 


| play Marcus friends convincingly and no one doubts my identity. | make sure to take lots of selfies 
with Jason and Chad and post them on my Instagram and Facebook, using clever hashtags and 
comments. Instead of my usual Ultra beer, I'm drinking Marcus’ gin & tonic and notice that Jason is 
a Yuengling drinker. In the mirror behind the bar, | glimpse Marcus and his best friend drinking and 
getting shit face. 


lve known Marcus my entire life while Chad has known him only a few months. After a few drinks, 
he's grabbing my ass and kissing me. | lean in and kiss him deeply back, loving the credibility he gives 
me as my brother, accepting me so easily, loving tt when he calls me Marcus. | want to fuck him so 
badly. We hurry back to my place and | fuck him in my brother's bed. As | make my way down his 
body, | slide his underwear off, then delicately lick his perfect penis. He’s been here before as he has 
no problem finding my condoms and slipping one on me. | slip into him slowly and push in deeply, 
making him moan louder and louder. When he calls out Marcus, | climax immediately and he 
follows a minute later. | spoon him to sleep with my hands wrapped around his waist. 


| wake up to my shower running and him running around the apartment. 


“Don't get up, it's early and | have a shoot at Gam with Charlie Matthews. He's gorgeous.” His voice 
full of excitement. 


| grab my phone off the charger and quickly google Charlie Matthews. “Not as hot as what you had 
last night.” 


“Hot and sexy. | had a great time, let’s do this Friday night and we can sleep in Saturday.” 


“Let me text you on that, Friday is really busy and | have a golf outing with Jason really early 
saturday. | blew him off last weekend, cant do It again.” | explain. 
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“Let me know then.” He comes over to the bed and kisses me deeply. | keep my hand on the back of 
his head and try to keep him from leaving. 


I've been Marcus for two days and have had sex every day—more than | had in the past six months 
as Michael. His life is better than expected and | wouldn't change a thing. | wonder who else | could 
fuck, or hook up with Liam again since he is still in town. Marcus has been living the good life for 
sure. | then remember seeing Grinder on my brother’s phone, grab it and start swiping for some 
possible action for tonight. 
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Chapter / - Work Day Two 


In the shower, | grab my semi-rigid penis, think of my new Sex life, rub one out then follow my routine. 
I'm in love with Marcus's life—the sex, job, friends, car, and condo. Stepping into his life it has been 
easier than | ever imagine. I'm really appreciating his closet, especially his suits. When we were 
growing up, he always had a more ‘put-together’ preppy look, paying attention to details. | was more 
grunge and laidback. It was the only way our parents could tell us apart. He's taken his preppy look 
to the next level. He has a subscription to GQ and collection on his closet shelf going back years. | 
never knew he was such a metrosexual. 


His appearance is easy to duplicate with his complete wardrobe at my finger tips. Thanks to his 
Instagram, there are years of pics and videos of him during and after work at happy hours. There 
are pics of him in a light gray window pane sulit that catches my eyes. It’s dated a few months ago 
and it looked great on him. It's a Hugo Boss suit that | easily find in his closet. All the details except 
the shoes are easy to find and pull together. As Marcus does, | lay everything out on my bed to 
perfect. 


My second day starts with Jason waiting for me in my office. 
"Where were you bro?” He demands. 

“What?” | have no clue what he’s referring to. 

“Hello? The gym? Did you forget?” 


“Oh fuck, I’m sorry man. | hooked up with Chad, was ‘busy’ all night and over slept.” Thinking quick 
because | had no clue about Marcus working out. | did notice a gym bag on the floor in the closet 
but didnt think about tt. 


‘| didn't see you leaving with him?” 


“Because you were busy with Cathy.” | give him one of Marcus’ devious smiles, like he ate the 
canary. 


‘All is forgiven oh great one.” He jokes, bows and twirls his hand as a sign of respect. 


The rest of my day is easy, getting into account and proposal details, working with my team. Jason 
is In and out of my office talking about anything and everything—I really like the guy and being his 
friend. We do lunch together at the Big Pig just across the street. According to my debit account, 
its at least a weekly occurrence If not more. Marcus eats anything so there's no need to worry 
what | order. The only questionable choice was me getting a Coke instead of a beer. Jason 
commented and told him | drank too much again last night. It seemed to quiet him quickly. 


As we were finishing up, Liam called about getting together tonight and | don't hesitate to say yes. | 

pick him up at his hotel, take him to Ghezzi's for Italian. | ply him with wine while staying away from it. 

The wine doesnt affect his ‘foot work’ in my crotch fortunately and I'm throbbing hard all through 

dinner. We skip desert and | he ends up with my penis as ‘desert’ and loves it. I’m now three for 
Page 24 


three with sex so far this week. Liam doesnt stay so he can catch his early morning flight back to 
Detroit tomorrow. 
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Chapter 8 - Work Day Three 


Two days of work have gone fairly smooth. There's been a few glitches, like Marcus’ gym habit or 
not knowing things off the top of my head, that have been out of character. There will be more 
missteps and lIl just respond the best | can. 


To sort out the gym routine with Jason, | start with his gym bag where | find his gear but also his 
gym ID card and dry cleaning slip in the end pocket. He’s a member of John Hancock Center 
Fitness, and also uses the Hancock dry cleaner. On my calendar are blocked off areas for ‘gym’ on 
Tuesday and Thursday morning at 7 am. There are still a lot of blanks | need to fill out so | head to 
work early for a quick stop at the gym. 


I'm greeted by Gina’ the receptionist at the entrance. "Marcus, we missed you yesterday, Jason 
was looking for you too.” 


“Yeah Gina, he tore into me in the office for it.” | laugh. 
"What can | do for you?” 
“I think | may have lost my ear buds here, did anyone turn a pair in?” | ask. 


“Not that | know of but let me check.” She heads into the manager's office while | head to the men’s 
locker room to find my locker. There's a number on my ID card that leads me to my locker and 
opens it right up for me. Marcus has his complete bathroom duplicated in here—Polo products, 
toothbrush and extra gear. There's a clipboard showing a routine that he hasnt used tt in a year 
per the date but it does give me an outline of his habit. 


| grab my earbuds out of my pocket and head back to Gina. 

‘It looks like you ve found them.” She notes happily. 

“Yeah, left them in my locker like an idiot.” | laugh. “Hey was Jason in today?” 

“No but then again, he never comes without you except on Sundays once in a while.” 


"Oh you have his attendance history?” 


“Sure, going back years to when you both joined.” She turns the monitor around for me to see. Right 
there is what | needed—Jason and | work out every Tuesday and Thursday like clockwork at 7 am, 
leave about 8:30 am, grab a coffee at the Starbucks per my spending alerts and head to work. 


“Thanks for your help Gina, see you tomorrow.” 

“No you won't, remember Ron is on Thursday.” She corrects me. 
"Oh yeah, it feels like Monday for some reason.’ A plausible recover. 
My gym routine is set for tomorrow morning with my best friend. 
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After a few days as Marcus, my life is already becoming routine. I'm using TII get back to you a lot 
but | do get back to them after | research the issue. This helps with learning the job and customers. 
No one has questioned my identity but then why would they with my looks. 


Late in the day a young kid with a man bun knocks on my door and walks in. | have never seen him 
before. 


“Mr. Thomas, hi, I'm Gavin from IT services. Are you having computer problems?” He asks. 
“No, why?” | respond not thinking | have any issues. I'm in the system and seem to have full access. 
"Well, we track logins and you havent been using your biometric scanner, just your PIN.” 


Damn, | did see a fingerprint scanner on the desk and haven't bother with it even though it blinks 
when | open up my MacBook. | tried it once then it turned red and rejected me. 


‘It didn't work on Sunday so I've just been using my PIN. Isn't that okay?” | explain. 


“The PIN should only be used when youre traveling, working remotely. The fingerprint is much more 
secure, prevents hackers from gaining access. Mr. Coleman wants his senior staff more 
protected. Gavin explains. 


“Understood, | just wasn't worried about it.” 
“Shut down and reboot and try it.” He directs. 
After it boots up, | try my fingerprint and it beeps red. 


“Hmmm, your fingerprint file must be corrupt. We'll rescan and reconfigure It for you. It happens 
now and then.” From his bag he pulls out his computer and hand size scanner. He hooks everything 
up and the scanner glows blue for him. 


“Now just place your right hand on it and don't move till it glows green.” 


I'm nervous wondering if this will compare old and new, and alert him to the difference. He removes 
my hand, then types away at his laptop. 


"Okay, now reboot and try any finger.” He orders. 
It boots up, | try my index finger and it approves. 


"All set Mr. Thomas. Next time it happens, call me right away. Also, we'll be adding biometric 
scanners to all the executive offices and lobby entrance in a few weeks. Youre all set for that now.” 


“Thanks Gavin, | appreciate the help.” Gavin doesn't realize how much he’s helped me. I've been 
looking at that scanner all week, wondering how get my fingerprints recognized and afraid of asking 
for help because of fear I'd be discovered. I'm now Marcus Thomas with security. 
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| skip happy hour with my friends and head home to prep for tomorrow’s big presentation. On the 
way | stop at the cleaners and pick up a bundle of laundry, suits, ties and shirts. The elderly woman 
greets Mr. Thomas’ and thanks me for my business. At home | review my dry cleaning as | hang up 
everything in my closet. There's a sharp 3 piece charcoal suit that’s one of my favorites based on 
Instagram and will be my outfit for tomorrow. 


| work in my home office till 9 pm reviewing the Ballis files, meeting notes and account details. 
Marcus Ballis history spans almost 2 years. It's obvious the quality of his work has vastly improved 
over those years. There’s a maturity to it now. | pull up the Ballis presentation and practice It for 
Fridays meeting. The one difference between myself and Marcus is that I'm the better public 
speaker. There are a few videos of him giving presentations in his account files and we re about 
equal now. 
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Chapter 9 - TGIF 


I'm awake very early, planning my outfit for today's big presentation. I'll be wearing one of my 
brother's, | mean one of my favorite outfits—I'm all Tom Ford today. | checked my shopping receipts 
and found that | purchased a ‘Tom Ford Windsor 3-piece peak lapel suit’ for 67200 a few months 
ago. That was just for the suit—add $300 for tie, 650 for a pocket square, 6600 for a custom 
dress shirt, 62000 for a pair of English Tan leather shoes, $75 for black underwear, 6145 for t- 
shirts and a stunning $4950 for ‘striped’ cufflinks for a total of $17,000. They must love me at 
Tom Ford. It takes 30 minutes to find all these items in my closet. 


It’s amazing slipping into $75 boxer briefs that hug my ass. | never liked wearing t-shirts but Marcus 
always does so | pull on a brand new $145 Tom Ford t-shirt. For socks, | find a crazy colorful bright 
green pair with golf balls on them—for a pop of color. He showed these off on his Tiktok account 
which I've yet to use. | pull on the cuffed pants and add a belt, using the same hole as he has a few 
times. His custom shirt tapers to my waist. The striped cufflinks are a bit tricky but look like a million 
dollars. The tie decision is tough but | stick with the gold paisley Tom Ford he wore with this suit 
before. His tan dress shoes look great but are not yet broken in, but he left them tied so | just wiggle 
into them. I've never worn a 3-piece sulit In my life but the vest adds an image of authority as it goes 
on. | remove the suit jacket and confidently pull it on, adjusting the cuffs and tie in the mirror. ‘My’ 
Rolex and ring complete my transformation into Marcus Robert Thomas. 


In the mirror is Marcus Thomas, vice president at Coleman Marketing, running his hand through his 
hair, checking every detail of his appearance. My new Burberry tops off my identity. 


Friday cements my new identity. The Ballis presentation is 
flawless and after 5 hours, their marketing team awards 
Coleman a huge contract worth 65m. My biggest challenge 
was quickly learning the names of the key players since my 
brother had a number of meetings with them. Robert 
Coleman congratulated me at happy hour on the 95th. He 
pulls me aside and says. "keep doing this and you won't be VP 
for long.” 


Jason, who wasnt in the meeting, comes up to me and | 
have Mark take a pic. “Marcus, you re the buzz of the entire 
office, even Adam is praising you.” 


“Buddy, Ballis was just ripe for a new marketing direction 
and it all fell into place.” 





"Well, it was your best work according to everyone in the room. He adds. 


“Robert quietly told me | wouldn't be VP for long, so he’s either firing me or promoting me.” | smile 
while Jason jumps up and down hugging me. 
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“You better not be stealing my boyfriend.” Chad shows up, puts his hand around my neck and pulls 
me in for deep kiss. 


“Babe, you re late.” | note. 

“Yeah, last minute phone call with California. l'Il make it up to you later.” He smiles. 
Jason chimes in. dont keep him up all night, we're playing Harborside bright and early.” 
“| didn't forget.” | assure him. 


After Chad discretely reaches in my pocket and fondles my cock., we excuse ourselves, grab dinner 
and head back to my place. We fuck all night long, including in my shower, early the next morning. 
As soon as Chad leaves, Jason calls to make sure I'm up. 


He offers to pick me up and drive. I'm grateful since I’m clueless 
how to get to Harborside. Marcus golf clothes are in the casual 
part of my closet and his clubs are In one of my spare bedrooms 
along with his other toys. Marcus was always a better golfer 
than me and | havent played in years. Again, | use instagram to 
select a typical Marcus outfit—Under Armour shorts and shirt, 
Adidas cleats and his leggings since it's chilly outside. He has a 
great set of Callaway clubs and bag but it doesnt help. Jason 
points out that | suck more than usual but | blame it on not 
sleeping last night and not playing in weeks. 





The best part of the day is Jason driving me back to his place 
to help him move some furniture. | now know where my best 
friend lives. We hang out for hours, watch some college 
football, and drink too much beer the rest of the afternoon. 
That night we hit up “Sides” and | get wasted for the first time in 7 years. My new friends are great 
and clueless they have a new friend. 


Sunday is set aside as a me day to celebrate my first incredible week living my brother's life. | dress 
in my usual Polo Chino, a sweater and my favorite leather jacket. For breakfast | take the M8 north 
along Lake Michigan and find a little diner to eat then head back to the city to shop. Even though | 
mock the ‘Mag Mile’, there’s no better place to shop and that’s my plan. My net worth is north of $5 
million now and I'm going to spend some of it. At the Polo store I'm recognized, kissed up to and end 
up spending $2500 for sport coat, pants and casual shirt. At the Rolex Boutique | spend $13,000 
on Rolex Daytona, putting it on my Platinum VISA. The serious damage is done at Tom Ford where | 
spend $20,000 on a few new suits, suspenders, shoes and ties. One is a double breasted, the 
other is a 3-piece suit and | haven't seen anything like them in my closet. Everything | purchase 
reflects Marcus’ style and tastes, not Michaels. 


Back home, it takes two trips to unload the car. Chad comes over for dinner and spends the night. 
He's shocked to learn | can cook but | keep it simple with some steaks on the grill, potatoes and 
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Salad. He's up early to go to work and | decline an invitation to join him so | can sleep in. | really enjoy 
spending time with him, especially the sex. 


The next week flies by like the first with long hours, working out and happy hours with Jason and 
friends. Robert has given me the AMP account to conquer next, bypassing Adam. My love life is 
insane. Lhad fucked me in the bathroom on the 95th, Liam wants me to spend a weekend with him 
in Detroit. Merit approved my application for membership so Jason and | will be taking the AMP 
management team there for a round before the season end. 


| cant believe how easy it's been stepping into Marcus’ life and how much I'm enjoying it. His routine 
IS now my routine—whether it's working out, or happy hour or work. I've replaced him and no one 
has a clue. When someone says ‘Marcus’, | instinctively respond to my name without hesitation. My 
fear now is losing it back to him and ending up back in Ann Arbor building websites and working for 
another little company. 
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Chapter 10 - Visit Number One 


Marcus’ rehab clinic called, letting me know | can visit on Saturday and take him off campus for 
lunch. | confirm I'll be there at noon and to let him know. Un the way there, | stop by my house and 
change from his clothes into my typical Levis and t-shirt but keep the leather jacket on. | also wear 
my Michigan baseball cap to hide my new haircut. Marcus’ clothes are put in a duffle bag and 
hidden in the trunk to change back into later. 


There are a lot of rules to agree to before Marcus is allowed out for the afternoon. He's limited to a 
10 mile area and no alcohol, drugs or cigarettes of any kind. A big male nurse brings him out to me 
and we Jump in the BMW. 


“You re not getting out?” Is the first question | ask. 


“Fuck no, I'm stuck here for 90 days at least according to my therapist. My fucking lawyer says It 
was a last minute change and that he even told me. | was so drunk the last time we talked, that | 
probably forgot the conversation.” 


"Great, | was confused when the clinic called about lunch, figuring they meant taking you home. 
What about work? Theyre expecting you on Monday.” 


“| know, | know, l'Il lose everything I've worked for with Coleman. | was thinking we could swap places 
and you stay here but this ankle bracelet doesn't come off.” He lifts his leg to show me. 


‘Jesus, you re under house arrest bro. | could have, would have. | was laid off from my job a few days 
ago. We were bought out by Tyco months ago and when | refused to move to Philadelphia for them, 
they laid me off.” He's not the only good liar in the family. 


“So what are you going to do?” Marcus asks. 
"Well, | got a9 months severance, even have some leads on jobs, so I'm in no hurry yet.” 


“Bro, this is perfect! Go into work as me, cover for me.” | knew he'd come up with that on his own. 
Internally Im smiling but outwardly, | look gravely concerned. 


“Oh come on bro, this isn't college, this would be your life. This would be for months. How do | learn 
your job by Monday morning?” 


“Michael, we're both marketing majors, you have all my files on my laptop, all you have to do is clean 
yourself up, put on one of my suits and go in. It ll be easy, like when we swapped for the summer in 
college.” 


“You're comparing this to college? We swapped boyfriends for a few months.” 
“Yeah, it'll be easy. I'm starting a new position with a new creative team that barely know me.” 


"What about your coworkers, friends, neighbors and boyfriends? Your phone has been going crazy 
with people calling, offering condolences and wanting to send flowers. | spoke to Liam and Chad a 
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few times, they re worried about me, | mean you and our dad's death. That lie traveled really far and 
fast. I'm as good of a liar as Marcus. 


“Oh, it was probably my buddy Jason, he's as bad as a woman. He chuckles. 
“So Jason knows you really well, right? As soon as | fuck up, he'll figure out I'm not you.” 


“No, he has no clue | even have a brother, let alone a twin. He'll have no reason to suspect you re 
not me.” 


"What about everyone else?” 


‘ll write down everything you need to know about my life. Pull into that Dollar Store and grab a 
tablet. Do you have my computer with you?” 


“No, it’s in my living room along with your phone, wallet and jewelry.” | pull into the store and we grab 
all that’s needed. | throw everything at him and he starts writing feverishly while | look for a place to 
eat in this little town. We settle on a Sonny's BBQ and get a table in the corner away from everyone. 
| keep my baseball cap on so Marcus doesnt notice my haircut that actually looks better than his. 


He's quietly chatting and writing the entire time, only taking time to eat his BBQ ribs and drink some 
ice tea. He's drawing floor plans, scribbling names with notes and paragraphs of information. 


“Ok, here’s everything you need to know.” Marcus announces proudly and pushes papers towards 
me. It's in groups of work, friends and boyfriends.” 


“Great, tell me about my new boyfriends, tricks or friends with benefits’. 
“Ha, Let’s start with the important people, those closest to me.” 


“Do you have a little black book | can use?” | beg. 


“Focus! Jason is my closest friend, followed by Mark. We do happy hours, work out, work together, 
golf, road trips, and watch football on weekends.’ Marcus gets very serious. 


“| need to have a little ‘fun’ bro.” | whine. 


“Here's everything you need to be me with them.” He responds with attitude then passes me sheets 
labeled Friends/ Boyfriends’. He has their names listed, how they met, quirks, habits, hobbies, 
interests. Then he hands me a Coleman’ sheet. 


“For work, Robert Coleman hired me, mentored me and I'm like the son he’s never had. He's been 
easing out of the business, letting Adam Trappe assume more responsibility. I’m next in line for 
Adam's President position next.” 


Marcus has detailed notes for all managers I've been interacting with for weeks. This gives me even 
more information that only the real Marcus would know. | use this to fire off more questions about 
my new life and the information just flows from him to me. 
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"What about ‘my’ sex life bro? | need a boyfriend or boytoy. You have to have one based on texts and 
phone calls I'm trying to respond to. Oh, and the pics in your phone, fuckkkk.” | smile at him. 


“No serious boyfriend so you re safe. Chad, who you ve talk to is latest. We met at an art showing 
for our common friend Peter. | fucked him in the back office of the gallery the first night and hook up 
weekly at least. He's great in the sack.” 


‘| looked at his pics on your phone. He looks amazing.” 


He goes on about Liam, Jim and Dennis, filling in a lot of blanks. Then he talks about Jason and his 
straight guy friends. About half the information is not new to me but the rest is great. Marcus fills in 
a lot of personal history about people, things like how they met, jokes they share, likes/dislikes and 
habits. A lot of the little things Marcus knows, are now part of my identity and strengthen my 
identity as Marcus Thomas. 


“So how is the Clinic treating you? Making progress?” | ask. 


“The last two weeks was me shaking, having withdrawals and night sweats. | would kill for a drink 
right now. There's group therapy every day before lunch, then after lunch are the one-on-one 
sessions. Dinner is at 6pm and the rest of the day is ours. There's TV and complete library but no 
phones or internet.” 


"What about your lawyer, record and trial? How does that work?” | probe. 


“| get a weekly, 10 minute call. He says the 3 months of treatment may be counted as 3 months of 
jail time but | could still get real jail time of up to 5 years.” 


"What about you driving? You'll have a record.” 


‘It's too early to know. I'm hoping | do 3 months here, have limited driving rights and no jail time. 
He's also working on getting the arrest record expunged.” 


“You have a lot riding on this lawyer, do you want me to contact him?” 


“No, but check my mail for any of his bills and pay them. My bank login information is here, but it 
should be saved on my iMac.” 


"What if Im caught?” Not that | would but just want to play up my concern. 


“Are you joking? You won't be. With all this information and your looks, you'll pull off my identity 
easily. Have fun at work Marcus.” He hands over his life to me. 


| drop Marcus off but don't go inside. It’s another 6 hour drive home with a quick stop in Ann Arbor 
to change into Marcus for another month. The entire drive home my mind is spinning with what just 
happened. My brother has turned over his life to me and | dont have to worry about the last two 
weeks. Once I've changed back into my Marcus’ outfit and driving the BMW, | only think of myself as 
him. | start thinking of work and upcoming projects, working out with Jason and lunch at Merit using 
my new membership. 
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Chapter 11 - The Better Marcus 


The Ballis Automotive rebranding campaign kicked off a few weeks ago to rave reviews. Robert 
storms into my office all excited because we ve been nominated for a number of Association of 
National Advertisers B2 awards. Just to be nominated Is a huge honor even if you dont win. The 
Ballis campaign was nominated for the categories of ‘Web Presence, Branding, Employer 
Branding’ and ‘Product Relaunch’. The Be award gala will be held at the end of the month, at the 
Sheraton Grand which is less than a mile from our office. 


Marcus may have done the initial work on the overall proposal, but lm the one who reworked the 
website and branding portions at the last minute. I've always been the more creative one. Robert is 
convinced this will catapult Coleman to the top for Chicago marketing. When Robert leaves, | look 
out the window, overlooking Michigan avenue and look at myself in the reflection. A deep sense of 
accomplishment and satisfaction hits me—I'm a better Marcus for sure. 


‘Is your head swollen’? Will it fit through the door?” Jason comes running into my office after 
hearing the ANA news. 


“No, you better call building maintenance so they can enlarge the door so | can get out.” | turn 
around, he high fives me and | smack the back of his head for his comment. 


“Ouch, you fucker! We're heading up to 95th.” 
“For sure, just give me a few minutes to finish up here. I'll meet you there.” 


| finish up some emails, then think about Marcus getting all the credit for my hard work. He'd have 
no problem sitting here with the award on the desk, showing It off, bragging while not having a clue 
what went into it. Thinking of this, just pisses me off. I'm not going to let him do this, he’s been taking 
things from me our entire life. 


Happy hour is insane and even Jason notices I'm back to drinking like a ho’. The whole office is here 
including Robert and Adam. Robert pulls me, Gary, and Adam aside to let us know that we have a 
table for the black tie gala, we re all attending in a few weeks and it's black tie. It’s a huge 
celebration for just the simple nominations. 


| text Chad and he joins us then drives me back to his place for the night. This helps a lot since, like 
Jason, | had no clue where he lives. Sex with him is great. | don't even mind him being a screamer, 
especially when he's screaming out Marcus. Fucking him as Marcus is such a turn on for me, that | 
usually explode upon hearing my new name. | figured out, based on emails that Marcus dated him 
for about 6 weeks, and I've been at it for 4 weeks. Like everyone else | interact with, he’s clueless to 
the switch. 


Two weeks later ‘team Coleman, as we're now Calling ourselves, is at the Gala dressed to the nines. 
| spent about $9,000 at Tom Ford for a new Tuxedo and accessories. There is a Brooks Brothers 
tuxedo in the back of my closet but wearing it would be out of character for Marcus. It was a 
brilliant night for Coleman and Ballis, winning ‘Web Presence, Employer Branding and Branding —all 
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areas that | created, not Marcus. Robert hands me one of the awards and has me talk about the 
web presence concept. Chad films it for my Instagram. We go back to my place to celebrate with 
more sex but | leave early for my lunch with my brother tomorrow in Cleveland. 


The next morning | spend hours at the DMV getting my new Illinois drivers license. | walk in as 
Michael Thomas from Ann Arbor, Michigan and walk out as Marcus Thomas of Chicago Illinois. | 
managed to find the same shirt Marcus used for his license, and wore it for my new pic. Putting 
both side by side, the only difference is the license number itself. At home | log into all of my 
accounts, like banking, work, travel and update them with my new drivers license number. My old 
wallet and my brother's license are locked in my safe and | change the passcode. The new driver's 
license replaces the old one like | ve replaced Marcus. 


lm shamelessly using my Instagram, Facebook, Snapchat and TikTok just like my brother. Whether 
I'm at happy hour, the gym or out on a date, lm posting and bragging about my life. 
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Chapter 12 - Visit Number Two 


Six weeks have passed since my brother went into rehab and | assumed his identity and life. I'm 
firmly in place as Marcus, acquiring his friends and career—basically his entire life is now mine. I'm a 
better version of Marcus Thomas. This time | dont change my clothes or identity to visit him. Un 
purpose, I'm in one of his favorite outfits, that was well documented on his Instagram. I'm there 
early and he’s waiting in the lobby for me. He jumps up when he sees me. 


“Michael, you're early.” Using a name | havent responded to in weeks. 
“Come on bro, let’s go, I'm starving.” | sign him out with the front desk. 


We jump into the car and head to the Sonny's again. | bring in my briefcase and computer into 
restaurant with me, to have him help me with some account information. The hostess looks at us 
oddly, probably wondering if we're twins. Marcus looks horrible with an overgrown stubble and long 
hair while lm the epitome of Marcus Thomas. 


"Wow, don't you look all spiffy in my clothes.” Marcus stares at me. 


“Yeah, | didn't realize you were such a fashionista but I'm starting to appreciate it. You approve of 
my outfit?” | adjust my sleeves in my suit coat. 


“Ah yeah, because It’s one of my favorite outfits—Hugo Boss, my Omega watch and even my Prada 
shoes. Why so dressed up?” He notices the details. 


“Yeah, | saw it on ‘my’ Instagram and loved it.” I'm wearing his 
Hugo Boss tan glen plaid suit with wine color dress shirt, and 
Prada lace up derbies. | duplicated it exactly from his pics on 
Instagram. “I thought I'd show you how much | look like you with 
hair done, in one of your outfits you. Don't worry, | take off the 
jacket and hang it in the car while driving.” 













“Just make yourself at home, in my home and my life.” 


“Actually it's my life Michael. Your friends and coworkers 
havent noticed anything different about me. It’s been really 
easy being Marcus.” | smile at him, giving him my identity and 
he doesnt say a word. 


“| can see why. You're the spitting image of me, even the 
hair now. He acknowledges. 


“Yeah | had to get a haircut of course. Learning your job, 
friends and life was challenging but I'm you.” 


“What about Chad?” He questions. 
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“Oh my god, I've had more sex as you than | had in the past year. You're still dating Chad and Liam 
visited. Theyre both incredible in bed.” | grin devilishly at him.” 


“You ve slept with both of them?” 


“Yeah, Liam was In town for work, called and we had lunch, then sex but he’s back in Detroit. I’ve 
been ‘dating Chad regularly and he’s blast too.” 


"Wow you have replaced me. I'm so horny and jealous. They didn't notice a difference?” 
“Only that | was better in bed!” | boast. 

“Oh shut the fuck up!” 

“So how is it going with rehab? Making progress?” | ask sincerely. 


“| would give you a million dollars for a beer right now. | finally started sleeping normally but the 
cravings dont end. The other day | had an incident with my doctor when | rejected some pills to 


calm me down. | threw the bottle in a fit and pills flew across the room. They ended up injecting me 
with a needle instead and | was out for 12 hours.” 


“| never noticed your drinking issue. In college you were no different than anybody else.” 
“It happened after college with the job, daily happy hours and binge drinking.” 

“| can relate now because Jason wants to do the 95th every night.” 

“How is he doing? | miss hanging out with him.” Marcus sadly asks. 

“He's doing great, seeing a girl he met at a football game. He claims she's the one.” 
“Ha, yeah he says that with every new girl. | give it 4 weeks max.” He laughs a little. 


‘What's the lawyer saying?’ | ask seriously. 


‘It's not good.” He’s down again. “He's trying but not having any luck. He also says | have ‘at least 
three months here, that it could be longer.” 


“Jail time?” 

“3 to / years.” He says soberly. 

“Fuck bro! Fuck!!” | was a little loud and some people heard me. 
“Yep, I'm fucked for sure. Even 3 years in jail will kill me.” 


“Tm sorry bro. | dont know what to say.” | respond very quietly. 
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‘It's out of my control, nothing | can do. | just have to hope my lawyer is worth all the money Im 
paying him. | dont want to think about it.” Marcus sighs in defeat. “How is my life, you certainly have 
my look nailed.” 


“The first few weeks were sketchy, learning your job, habits and people who know you. You didn't 
mention your gym membership and working out with Jason. He noticed that when | missed our 
‘normal workout. Then | messed up when | was clueless about Nikomahs Casino, your first major 
SUCCESS. 


“But has anyone discovered you, questioned you?” 


“Look at me.” | lean back in the chair and run my hand through my hair in a typical Marcus gesture. 
“If our parents couldn't tell us apart, do you think your friends can? They dont even know you have a 
twin, so why would they think I’m anyone but you?” 


“That is amazing but | shouldn't be surprised, it was alway easy for us to swap.” 
“Fm you, living your life and loving it. I'm doing one hell of a job.” 
“No glitches or problems with people or issues?” 


“Not a single person has questioned my identity but there has been some slip ups on my part. The 
worst moment was my lack of knowledge about the changes to the Nikomahs casino account over 
the past 6 years, that T personally handle. | was so embarrassed but Robert jumped in and filled in 
the blanks. Afterwards he pulled me aside and asked what's wrong, that | was not myself. | pulled 
the ‘mom isn't well and | can't focus. It seemed to work but that night | spent hours in the office 
reviewing every document and email about it.” | confess but lie. 


“You cant possibly know my career history or little details.” 


“That’s why you're going to fill me in on the details. You're going to fill in the blanks of your life for 
me.” | pull out his computer from his briefcase. 


“Sure, you ve got 6 more weeks to cover for me.” 
“| have to ask...what if you go to jail? What do | do?” 


‘| don't know. Resign my job, sell my condo and put everything in storage? Make up some lie, like I'm 
starting my own business and moving to London.” 


“Throw everything away? What if | keep your identity? Robert loves you like a son, and Jason loves 
you like a brother. They .d be devastated.” | toss it out there to see his reaction. 


He gets pissed at me for saying it, | see his anger. “Then fucking live my life, you've always been 
jealous of me. You can be me! It’s the opportunity you ve been waiting for.” 


"Well, | hate to tell you this but I'm definitely doing a better job of it.” | get cocky back with him. 
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“Yeah right, your vast experience of job hopping and creating dinky webpages really qualifies you for 
my job. Looking like me and actually being me, are two different things.” 


“Fuck you. I'm crushing it as you. Robert has noticed a positive change in you since | cut back 
drinking and even Jason has admitted it's time for us to drink less.” | fire back at him. 


“Fuck you, you may be sitting at my desk, doing my job but you're not me.” 


| open up my acceptance speech video from last night and shove his iPhone in his hand. “m actually 
better than you after only one month. Watch the new Marcus Thomas, ANA B2 award winner.” 


He's just watching in silence, mouth open in disbelief. "You accepted my award for Ballis?” 


“No, it's my award for my work. The meeting was delayed and | reworked about 75% of your 
proposal, which are what the awards were for.” | boast, he has nothing to say after that. 


| open my notebook, pull up the Ballis proposal and shove it towards him. He scrolls through the 
entire thing, totally silent again. 


“So you built on top of what | created. If | had more time, | would have done even better.” He 
proclaims after reviewing the presentation. 


“Oh, give me a fucking break. Your proposal put me to sleep the first time | went through it. Gary 
and Adam loved my new concept and Ballis was onboard before the meeting ended. Coleman never 
saw that happen. Youre welcome. 


“Tm not thanking you for shit.” People heard that. He’s going thru his social media on ‘my iPhone 
stunned. “You're living my life.” 


“Like my new Tuxedo? It's Tom Ford. | didn’t want to wear ‘my’ old Brooks Brothers tuxedo | wore for 
Mark's wedding.” 


"What did that cost me?” He snidely questions. 
“Michael, not your concern little bro. | wanted to look my best for my 15 minutes of fame.” 
"My 15 minutes of fame!" He barks again. 


“Like | said, I'm being you, including your stupid TikTok and Instagram. It’s what you wanted and It’s 
exhausting being a narcissist, keeping your fans happy. Actually I'm enjoying the attention and 
comments but I'm not letting him know. 


“Your TikToks are great and | cant tell the difference in our posts and pics.” He calms down. 


“Duh! We're twins, you do realize that? You better hope | just dont walk away tomorrow from your 
life. Youll be screwed career wise. You'll be designing dinky websites and taking crappy jobs.” 


“You'd never do that, my life is so much better than your's and you know it. You should be thanking 
me.” 
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“Try me. I'm the one doing you a huge favor, remember that!” | threaten him. 


I'm in charge after that and we spend hours reviewing files and his work history. He doesn't hesitate 
to answer any of my questions. After some quick shopping for clothes for him at Dick's Sporting 
Goods, | drop him off at the entrance and head home. The long drive home gives me time for reflect 
on my new life. I'm really enjoying everything about it. After only 6 weeks, | don't want to give it up. 
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Chapter 13 - More Control 


l'm living life exactly as Marcus would. The only difference is that | drink half as much as him. | love 
hanging with Jason and Mark, golfing, playing basketball and working out with them. I've slipped 
easily into his circle of friends. There's been a few incidences where | didn't quite catch a joke or 
references but they're usually drunk and don't notice. In Ann Arbor, | had work friends but outside of 
that | was a loaner, occasionally dating but nothing ever 
serious. 


Other aspects of his life have fallen into place. | keep his 
appointment for a haircut with Steve at Halo, a hair salon not 
far from my place. lt was a combination wash, haircut, 
manicure, eyebrow trim and hand job! As | was leaning back 
over the sink, he’s massaging both my heads at the same 
time. I'm wasnt sure how to react but he whispers in my ear 
that he gets off at 8pm and hed get me off by midnight if | 
pick him up. | play it cool as he makes out with me at the 
same time. 


When | leave Halo, | post my shocked looked on Instagram. | 
pick him up at 9, take him out to eat, then back to my place. 
This is a regular haircut for my brother since he leads me 
back to my bedroom, wraps a condom from my drawer on me and rides it all night long. Marcus’ 
sex life is way better than mine and Steve doesnt notice a difference just like Chad and Liam. | call 
Jason to apologize for blowing off Side Tracks but as soon as | say ‘haircut’, he calls me a slut and 
tells me how jealous he is. I'm grateful to Steve for the sex and for tidying up grooming details like 
my eyebrows and cuticles. 





l'm officially ‘exclusive’ with Chad but having too much fun with all this new attention. I've scheduled a 
trip to Detroit for a weekend with Liam. What can | say? He's tight, fun and just my type. Chad thinks 
l!m going to a marketing conference in Detroit. Chad is great eye candy for my management to see 
me with and he’s as fun as Liam in bed. He's been dating me longer than he did my brother but | 
don't see much of a future with him. Chad adds credibility to me as Marcus and | still explode when 
he screams out Marcus’ as | ram his tight hole. The sex is awesome. 


My job is going so well. | believe, no, | know I'm being groomed to be president, taking over Adam's 
spot. At least once a week, | do lunch with Adam and Robert where we talk about the future of 
Coleman and of Robert stepping back. They've both notice a change for the better in me, saying I'm 
more focused, more of a leader and creative. 


Financially, l'm spending more than Marcus normally would but | did need a new tuxedo for the ANA, 
and joining the Merit Club wasn't cheap but It is a legit business expense for my taxes. | met with my 
Fidelity advisor, Andrew Gingerich, which is something Marcus never did in person, and never took 
an interest in his money. Good old Marcus, as usual, he only cared that he was making money. My 
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advisor was happy to meet with me and help with diversifying my portfolio. In just the last month, my 
costs have dropped while my returns have increased significantly. 


One thing no one at Coleman noticed about the old Marcus is his embezzling of corporate funds 
over the years. We're talking about $500,000 per year that magically moved from marketing to his 
own personal Fidelity checking account via a Cayman account. No wonder his could just plop down 
$120,000 for his new BMW and $380,000 for his Merit Club membership. My brother would have 
eventually been caught and really ended up in jail. It took a while to unravel the money trail but then | 
returned it to Coleman, making sure it looks like a simple accounting error. My net worth has 
dropped by about $2m but more importantly, | have leverage over my brother. 
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Chapter 14 - Visit Number Three 


It's going to be a day of reckoning for my brother. I've been him for 10 weeks, making this our 
longest identity swap and also a lot more complex than when we were in college. | pick him up and 
head to our usual Sonny's BBQ. Marcus doesnt say a word during the short drive and he looks 
good but not happy at all. 


“So what's with the silence?” | carefully ask. 

“Oh nothing really, just another month of rehab followed by 3 to 7 years in jail.” 
“What? What the hell happened?” 

“My worthless lawyer and a judge, with a stick up his ass for 4th time offenders.” 
"Wow, | didn't expect jail time for you. Lan you appeal it?” 

“Yes, and | could get parole in a few years.” 

"When do you go to jail?” 

‘In about two weeks.” 


In a small way, | feel bad for him then | think of his previous incidents, and him embezzling from his 
employer who adores him. He had it made financially just on his salary alone with no need to steal a 
penny. After a few fleeting thoughts like that, reality comes back and | think he’s not getting close to 
what he deserves. Im also thrilled at the thought of keeping his life for myself. 


“So you go straight to jail? No probation, no time in between?” 


“The police will pick me up right here, the prison is in Jackson, Michigan. It’s for white collar 
criminals and addiction with continuing counseling.» 


"Fuck man, fuck! What are you going to do?” | vent. 
“How about we swap places and you do me a little favor.” 


"Oh yeah, that sounds like a plan, especially with that nice ankle bracelet you re wearing. Do you still 
have urges to drink?” 


‘In all honesty, after | got the news of jail time, | wished | was at the Goth, downing shots with 


Jason. 

"Well, it's quite a lot to accept. That's normal.’ 

“You'll probably be let out early. It's not like you killed someone.” 
“Yeah, my lawyer agrees with you on that, but still, three years in jail.” 


"What about your life and job?” 
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“Just quit my job, pack everything up and put it in storage.” He says it too easily. 


“Throw it all away?” 


“Yeah and when | get out, l'Il be doing websites and marketing for Sammy 's Garage in Ann Arbor 


like you. He laughs at his put down. 
“Maybe you will be, in fact, you probably will, but | won't. lve grown accustom to your life.” 


“You're moving to a big city and getting a real job? Oh yeah, | so see that happening.” He mocks me. 


‘Already a done deal bro, not giving it up.” 
“Are you saying, you re keeping my life?” 


"Why not? I'm the better Marcus, my coworker Adam says I'll be promoted to his spot in a few 
months when Robert retires. Look at me bro, I'm you without the drinking problem. I'm set for lite— 
great salary, boyfriends, great friends, awesome condo and hot car.” 


“Why not? Why not? Are you fucking insane? First, it's not your life, it's mine. Second, | won't let you 


do it.” 


‘ve been thinking about this and it makes complete sense. | need a job, I'm perfect for it and Im a 
natural. No one has a clue I'm not you, thanks to my looks and your coaching.” 


‘TIl have my lawyer make sure you dont, you'll go to jail for fraud. I'll claim | had no clue what you 


were doing.” 


‘| don't think so bro, unless you want to spend more time in Jail for embezzling funds.” 


“What?” He looks shocked. 


“| Know you have millions hidden in accounts all around the world. | bet Coleman would love to know 


how you screwed them.” 


“How did you find out?” 


“Oh come on bro, I'm not stupid. | looked at your tax returns and even if you saved every penny, 
you'd be lucky to have $3m in the bank. Then there’s mysterious deposits from and to an account in 
the Caymans. It took a little sleuthing but with my degree in finance, it started to make sense. Then 
when ‘my’ buddy Javier called from the Caymans, it all fell into place.” 


"What are you going to do?” 


“| told you, I'm taking over your life. As you mentioned, It’s pretty sweet, I'm good at it and you were 


right, | was a little jealous.” 


“You fucking bastard.” He curses under his breath. 
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“Calm down bro, it's not too bad. You can't use It, you won't need it for a few years. It’s going to be 
our little secret from now on. Oh and it's permanent too, so even when you do get out, dont come 
asking for your life back.” 


“You won't get away with this.” 


“| have gotten away with this for months now. By the way, if something happens to me, I've made 
arrangements to blow this wide open and you will be back in jail. Also, Javier is no longer helping me, 
| put an end to your scheme. His mouth is hanging up. 


“| can't believe you re doing this to your own brother.” 


“Ha! Seriously, youre playing the brother card? My brother who calls once or twice a year, who | 
havent seen in years and who keeps me secret. Nice try.” | laugh and mock him. 


Marcus just sits there saying nothing, staring at his ribs. | can see he’s seething and thinking of his 
options. He's just got to realize its checkmate and accept tt. 


“Bro, I'm doing you a huge favor. Your reputation remains intact and it's actually gotten better with 
me in charge. I'm now well known in the marketing world. It’s best for both of us but It’s only fair that 
| benefit the most. When you get out, I'll be here to help you get on your feet, hell, I'll give your plenty 
of start up money and as me, you can create your own company even. You ve got time to plan it.” 


“Fine!” He blurts out defeated. 
“Bro, I'll come see you in prison, keep you updated on things. You'll be fine, we'll both be fine.” 


We finish our lunch and he doesn't say a word the entire drive back. We pull up front, | walk him in 
and give him a hug. 


“Cya bro.” Are my last words to him. | take my time driving back to my new life in Chicago. 


THE END 


Any feedback really appreciated: dclouser@mac.com 
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